The manufacturers of Royal
Baking Powder have had 40
years of scientific experience.

Every method of bread-and-
cake raising has been exhaus-
tively studied in this country and
abroad.

The result is a perfect prod-
uct in Royal Baking Powder.
There i1s no substitute for it.
The purity and efficiency of
Royal Baking Powder Thave
been cemmended by the highest
authorities of the world.

These facts mean two impor-
tant things to all heusekeepers:

First: that Royal Baking
Powder is healthful and
makes wholesome food,

Second : that Royal Bak-
ing Powder makes food
good to taste.

i
ROYAL B5%0is
ABSOLUTELY
PURE
L

TO PROVE IS HONESTY

Oblicinzg Farmer Ready to Show He's
Not Man Wanted in Bond Theft.

Samuel Winfield Miller, a sturdy and

1"41-*7"('1;11:11- farmer, from near Cedar
Rapids, la., obligingly came to town
vesterday the United States
government officials that he is not the

to show

Samue]l Warren Miller they are looking

for in connection with the $10,000 bond

stolen from the Manhattan bank in
1879,
Dr. Lewis . Wilcoxson tried to ne-

gotiate this bond, with the mysterous

Miller ready to indorse it, before Presi-

dent Moyer, of the Shoe and Leather
Bank. Dr. Wilcoxson was arrested,
but freed on a technicality. Miller dis-
appeared, and is now much wanted. In
the course of the search of the federal

authorities they came across the lowa
tarmer, who happened to be an uncle
Dr. Wilcoxson, and during one pe-
riod of his vouth looked something like
A photo-

of

the greatly desired Miller.
graph of old date shows this likeness.
Farmer Miller is a friend of

IInted States

Rapids district,
terious Miller. When he and
eral court yesterday they
that the authorities could
to the affair until today.

“Turn vour prisoner over to Marshal
lock him up,” was
the advice the Cedar Rapids Marshal

Henkel, who will
received.
“I'risoner!

Turn him over

ficer. "1 guess not. My

lows. He to the hotel, and me with
him for mine.”

So the lowa marshal and his friend
went away to reappear today.—New
York World.

I'layved What He Liked.

A storyv-of itbo
Henry Smart,
cently  been a

revived. He played

fine crgan in a London church and his
recital after service attracted much at-
but one morning, after a se-
Masses,
" a charch wardeii came into the organ
loft and “begged to inform Mr. Sruart
that thev had lecided that they could
have such jiggy stuff played n

tention;

lection from one of Mozart's

not

their ¢hurch.
“Very well sir,’

shall be altered.”

Next Sundav dirge-like sounds pro-
ceeded from the organ, and the war-
den congretulated the player on the
solemn and elevating effect of the mu-
“I am glad vou like it,” answered
“doubtless if I play it a
will see the reason
affected vou,” and, suiting the
action to the wor1, the popular stra‘ns
of “Jump Jim Crow!” resounded from
Smart

sic.
Mr. Smart;
little quicker yodu
why 1t

the organ. After this Henry
playad what he liked.

Deepest Haul of a Net.
The deepest haul of a

South Pacific.

The trawl struck bottom 23,000 feet
below the surface; that is consiuera-
bly more than four miles down, but
life was
found. Those strange beings lived in
con-
stantlyv just abov the freezing point,
and under a prcssure of 9,000 pounds
To sink that net
and bring it back again took a whole

even at that deprh animal

water whose (emperature was

to the square incn.

’day of steady labor.—St. Nicholas

- - —

When a man commits a erime it
should not be left with the victim or
the friends of the victim to prosecute
the case.
to see the criminal

Herald.

e T 3 ; ! ol . - Bl

the
United States district atttorney and :ihe
marshal of the Cedar

They advised him to
come on to show that he is not the mys-
his
friend the marshal walked into the fed-
were told
not attend

to be
locked up!” exclaimed the western of- |
friend am't
going to be thrown into the Tombs or
any other gravevard to please you fel-

English compoeser,
says Tit Bits has re-

was the answer, “it

net ever
made in the werld was achieved by
Americans off the Tonga Islands in the

Whether or not they want
punished should

have nothing to do with it.—Durham
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SKETGH OF AN 0LD TIWE SLE

Type of the Negro That is Now Al-
most Extinct.

Strong Racial Characteristics  of
“Old  Abe"—A Negative Fault!
I'lush Times on the Cape Fear—The
FPassenzer on Captain Skinnee's'
Steamer Who Lost His Lard Bucket. |

|

For The Messenger '
A day or two ago I was walhing'
along South Winston street in Fay-
etteville, when, casually glancing down|
Franklin street, | saw coming toward
me a familiar figure—so familiar chat,:
sure of its identity, I waited until the
pedesirian came up to the foot bridge
at the intersection of the two streets.|
I am so fond of ‘Old Abe” and have
such genuine respect for him, that 1
never let glip an opportunity of pass-
ing the time of day with this estima-
ble colored man. He has been ‘zalled
“Old Abe” for many years; was known
thus when he was a stalwart, acive
man of middle age—probably fromn a
staid, dignified bearing and a sericus
taciturnity which would not have m:s-
fit Mathuselah. He is truly “0Old Abe”
now bent and gray and bollow ered,
having lived to just a little more rhan
three score and 1en years. f

But he is by no means superannu-
ated; and, like old Martial in Scout's
“Monastery,” only “gie him a thouzht
of time to it, and he can do as goodl
a day's d'arg as ever he did in nis
ipfe.” He had an cld tomato can L
one hand and a fishing pole in the
other when he caine up to me the
other afternoon; but anyone who sup-
posed that ““Old Abe” is a loafer, andd
spends his time nodding on the banks
of a ereek or around the sides of a
mill pond, will have his mind disaous-
ed of that idea by visiting the neg.o's
hom= in the extrome outskirts of the
town. He is as the Scotch say, “weil
to pass in the world,” owns his
house, which is a comfortable cotiaze,
with a plot of good, rich ground

round it. .

Here he raises vegetables and has
a few trellises of fine grapes, !or|
which he finds ready sale. He also
does gardening Jobs around town, and
is a pretty fair cobbler, mending a
boot or shoe neatly and at a reasona-
ble rate.
and several children,
with him only a daughter, 22 '
old, a strapping wench, ‘““Mandy,’ wim;
cooks the meals and Lkeeps the
house in order. A grocer told me not{
long since that “0Old Abe” has bem
trading with him for years, buym
what he needs during the week, and
paying up on Saturday night, which
he has failed to do in person but
once in all that time when he Wwas
in bed with rheumatism, and sont
“Mandy” with the money. If he kezps|
any memorandum the merchant h=as
never seem it, but he always knows
just what he owes, and carries the ex-
a2ct amount, tied in a linen rag.

Two immense sage brushes adorn the
sides of the iitde porch of *“0ld;
Abe's” cabin and two rows of bachelor
buttons along the walk to the little
front zZate contest supremacy with the
useful vegetables cn the premises. The
interior of the house is neat and clean:
and ‘here is even a ‘‘company room,’
with a cheap curtain at the window,
a fire-place screen covered with news-
paper cuts, and on the wall re.d and
blue pictures of George Washingion
and Frederick the Great of Prussia.
This abode contains something eize
during the winter months which af-
fords no little gratification to*Old Abe’s
friends—a barrel of persimmon beer,
for the making of which he is famer,
and it is hard to beat, with some of
“Mandy's” fresh made molasses cakes.

“0Old Abe” is more than ordinarily
intellizent and has the gift of correct
speeech in a marked degree. This gift
he comes by nghtfully, for he -aas
reared a slave in a highly educat_erl,
cultured family, and during his child-
hood and youth was house serf'ant.
with the very best surroundings,
teaching and example. Unless exc:t'ed.l
he rarely drops into what is calied]
“negro dialect,” except that _he ‘ﬁll'ld%
«th” difficult to articulate, saying “dis
and “dat,” and “suh” for “sir.” By
the way, 1 have been thrown as mur_-hi
with negroes as any other southern
man over sixty years of age, and, ac-
cording to my ob;aermtion._ ngt one in
fifty says ‘‘sah” for “gir:” it is always
“suh."” ]

«Old Abe's” political faith is a_.bso-
lutely simple, and abstractly consx;ler-
ed, it is absolutely faultles.s.. It is a
gvstem of pure eclectic optimism. i{e
votes for men, not measures, and only
asks which candidate is more capable
and honest. He has generally voted
the Democratic ticket, as there are
more decent men of that party than of]

“0Old Abe” has lost his wife
and now has
22 vears

| —costing $£30,000 to build, exclusive of

{ ney between Wilmington and Fayeite-

8 passengers were his

the other in this section, but I have|
known him to choose a Rep}lhlxcan}
over a Democrat. The only: time he!
ever allowed a political principle to en-
ter into his calculation; he exhibited
a strange confusion of ideas. He re-
fused to vote for W. J. Bryan bgcaug.q
he was a “silver ma.n.". In va.m'J}d;
the friends of the candidate expiain
that the term signified only that 'Bryan:
wanted justice done to gilver in l'h.e'_
finances of the country. “0Old Abe's 1
jdea was fixed that Bryan would food
the country with silver dollars, Im:'i
which he has 2 sovereign contempt,=
as a bulky, trouvblesome money wear-
ing on the pockets
ings. He stands by
greenback.

“0ld Abe” has one negative fault, 3
singular one, considering his race, for,
the negro, if not deeply pious, is easily,
carried away by religious excitement.
He never attends church, and has not
been inside a church building for thir-|
ty years. The manner of his aposiacy,
was this: Shortly after the Civil war'
when the Union League was organi2-
ing all over the south, a negro preacner,
made his appearance here who waal
both a political and religious apostle.!
He was a glib, slick fellow, holdiag

and frugal stock-
the governmens

forth every night in the suburbs to Lig

i keeping the

| ind the empty tin bucket,

crowds, and Abe was in the congrega-
tions. The preacher looked very shaip-
ly after the hat collection, and aow
and then hinted at some great plan
for the benefit of the congregaiiowu,
showing that he had a card up uis
gleeve which he had not yet ventured
to produce,

Cnz evening just after the services
began, Abe noticed two white men
step inside the church door, and very
qaietly take seats on the left. 011-.;T
was A stranger, but in the other Abe
recogaized a depuiy sheriff which set
him to wonderiag. Very soon 1ne
preacner got well underway, saunteriag
up and down the platform, and swing-
ing his boday and arms; until, turcing!
around in one of nis gyrations, his ey2|
lighted on the two white men, and the!
sight of the stranger paralyzed him If
he had not been so black he wovld
have turned pale; he stammered, splut-
tered, looked behind him, saw an open
window, grabbed his hat, but left his
umbrella , and sprang through it lik2
a cat. The officers were as quick as
he. One darted (hrough the door, the
other followed the game right through
the window and the fugitive was cap-
tured after a hot chase. He had been
tracked from a neighboring town,
where he had cruelly defrauded a negro
congregation by an arrant swindle, znd
over $200 of their momney was found
in his possessiorn. ,

“Ol1 Abe’s” disgust was unspeakable.
There was a bru-al rascality and by-
pocrisy about th2 fraud which shock-
ed his sense of right and inherent
manhood, from which he could not re-
cover. He withdrew his subscription to
the ~hurch, and declared that he would
risk geiting' to heaven by “his ows
hand”—a determination to which he
has stuck to this Jay. But if he is no!
a church goer he reads his Bibl: at
night by the light of his pine knot fire;
and, as he once assured me, he wres-
tles and agonizzs in prayer powerful-
ly with the Lord to snatch that girl
“Mandy”’ as a “‘brand fromm the burn-

ing.” “Mandy” is 2 good,smart ccok and
housekeeper, but she is yvoung, ‘ikes
beaux, “festibuls,”’ cake walks ani

dances, and the oll man finds it almost
impossible to keep her at home of

nignts. He 1high" utter the complaint
of tha meianchoniy showman at :h=2
fair:

“Since Mary Ann 1as learned to dance,
I don't know what I'll do;
This cut all night till the broad day-
light,
A tripping the Ti-Ra-Loo!
A tripping the Ti-Ra-Loo!”

The sale the other day of the steam-
er “City of Fayetteville,” for $i1,739

its expensive wharf{s, automatic freight
and passenger lif's, and bonded for
$125,000—set me to thinking of cid
flush times on the Cape Fear river,
when the steamers plied the warers,
loaded with goods to the gunwale, and
the saloons and staterooms were full
of passengers. There was nothing of
any exciting interest about the jour-

ville, but the trip was always pleas-
ant. The captain walked his quarier
deck “‘monarch of all he surveyzad, -
but he was a kindly autocrat, and his
well cared for
family.

Captain S. W. Skinner, now a citi-
zen of Wilmington, was for many yzars
a steamboat captain on the Cape F-=ar,
and no man was more cordially liked
and more highly esteemed than he
throughout Fayetteville and from «.ne
end of the river 1o the other.

One night, many yvears ago, wheLn
Captain Skinner was commanding the
steamer Hurt or Governor Worth, be
was on one of his up trips from Wil-
mington to Fayetteville. It was coid,
sleety weather, and the mate, wrappzd
up to his ears, siipped and slided ¢n
the decks as he made his rounds. The
sparks rushed out from smoke stacxk
in angry battle array against the deep
ening gloom, and the laboring craft
churned the black, cold waters in im-
patience of her dreary task. The inte-
rior of the saloon was cosy and com-
fortable ,with a good fire in the great
box stove, but it was almost deserted,
for the passengels going all the way
through, after the evening spent in
talk and cards, nad retired to their
berths.

A long awkward looking, typical
backwoodsman, in a saffron jeans -suit
and sandy chin whiskers, was alone
awake and restless—sitting on a rock-
ing chair near the stove, spitting io-
bacco juice now into the spittoon on
the left and then on the right, and
peering anxiously through the cavin
windows. Finaliy a pine torch was
seen waving on ‘he river bank a few
hundred yards ahead, the whistle
blew frantically the deck hands were
heard stamping about, and the pas-
senger rose to his six lank feet of stat-
ure, and gathered up his bundles.

The boat rounded to, the ecaptain
gave his quick, sharp commands, the
engine puffed and groaned in discord-
ant protests at being stopped in such
weather, then egro roustabonts jump-
ed out on the bank, and carried a rups=
around a big juniper tree, the giang
plank was put out—and then the:e
was a pause. ‘“Where in thunder is
the passenger to get off here?” de-
manded Captain Skinner. “Hasn't
come down from the upper deck, sir.”
“Go after him, and bring him down;]
we can't stop here all night!” "The
mate found the dilatory passenger
marching deliberately up and down the
saloon, turning over chairs, ransack-
ing cushions, . looking behind doors,
ete.”

“Come,get out of hereman; vou are
boat waiting.” “Weli,
mister, I carried down four pounds of
lard to sell in Wilmington, and I caa’t
high ner
low!” There was no further parly. The
mate marched him out of the cabin by
the shoulders, and he and the capuain
had him over the gang-plank in a jify.

The passenger stood om the bauk
in the glare of the pine torch in tae
hands of his son, who had come down
to wait for him. He watched the rope
and the plank pulled aboard, the bow
of the steamer swing out to the mid-
dle of the stream, and the sheet of
sparks lengthen out to a broad spaik-
ling ribbon on the curtaic of the mignt,
as the boat passed on its way. He was

silent, but he was thinking about
something—and what he was thinking

about will develop pruentl_y.

Two or three trips after this the Hurt
going to Wil gion, was very laie,
having been delayed several Hours at
Fayetteville by an unusually heavy
freight, and was putting forth every ef-
fort to make up for lost time. About
10 o'clock Captain Skinmer, passing

| through the cabin, stopped to look over

the shoulder of one of a quartette at
whist, when therc was a quick, sharp
blow of the whis'le; and, with an im-
patient exclamation at the stoppage
when he was in such a hurry he went
out on the deck, to see a torch wav-
ing on the river bank below—it was
the lard bucket man’'s landing.

There he stood, looking on with lan-
guid interest while the steamer was
put in w0 the bank and the gzZaug
piank thrown out, down to the end of

which he strode, and hailed: *lIs that
the steamer Hut?"' “Why, blame
your fool soul, you know it's ine

Hurt!” “is that Captain Skinn<r?’
“Confound your picture, come aboard, if
you are coming!” “I don't want o git
aboard, but if that's the Hurt and
that's Captain Skinner, I jist wanted
ter know if he had found my lard
bucket vit.”

Words were inadequate to that sit-
uation. The captain gave just oOne
wild sweeping gesture of arms and
hands to signify to the pilot to go
ahead, and dived into Lkis stateroom.
I cannot give the thoughts of the bacs-
woodsman as he tossed his torch in‘o
the river and ascended the bank, he-
cause I do not know what those
thoughts were—as Dickens said abour
Job Trotter, when he outwitted Mr.
Samuel Weller, J. H M.

Favetteville, May 9.

How H. H. Rogers spelled Isaiah,

When Mr. Heray H. Rozers was not
attending school—-and also when he
was—he delivered a New Bedford
Newspaper to its subscribers on a small
salary and in this way hecame ar ear-
Iy journalist, writes John 8. Gregory
in the May Worlds™ W ork.

“The way of 1t was this,” reports an
cid resident of Fairhaven, “The paper
veas the Standard: so you see Henry
began with the Standard and he’s in
the Standard line yet—oil added, with
a big O. He heard that the carrvier was
zoing to quit his job, so he got some
recommendations and went over and
applied. Mr. Anthony, the owner, ex-
plained to him that he was starting a
daily and already had forty-two sub-
seribers, and Henry would have to cai-
1y the weekly and daily both, but Lc
would get seventy-five cents for tue
whole job. Henry Took him up.

“Then Mr. Anthony said, “Now, m;
hoy, there's another thing: you can aci
a8 agent and get subseribers and have
1 commission—ten cents for every new
weekly subseriber, and twenty-five for
a daily,” Henry took him vp, and weny
right out and scored one on the daily,
turned in the money and called for his
commission. That was soon fixed.

, “*What's the subsecribers’ name?
says Mr. Anthony. ‘Isaiah West,’ says

Henry. Mr. Anthony wrote it down on
the list. Then he turned and says,
‘How do you spell Isaiah? Henry ont

with it, letter for letter, and no re
bate anywhere. :

“Mr. Anthony looked_at him full of
admiration and says, ‘You'll do! There
ain’t three people outside of the pui-
pit that can plow through-that name
and not get stuck.’

“Well, the subscriptions streamed in
pretty fast, for Henry was ‘tending to
business. Pretty #fast for four days,
then Henry struck for a hundred per
cent. raise on his weekly wages. What
for?” says Mr. Anthony, surprised.
‘You've doubied the daily in four days,
he says, ‘and collected 25 cents on ev-
ery new one. Come—what's the expla-
nation? ‘It was a fifty-cent bundle be-
fore,” says Henry—‘put it on the scales
and see; it weighs a dollars’ worth
now.” ‘Hanged if you won’t do!” says
\ir. Anthony, admiring him again. And
¢ stood the raise like a man.

“Well, Mr. Anthony was telling these
things around, about the boy’s intel-
lectuality and learning, and there was
a doubting neighbor, who thought thew
pretty austerely over and went fo Hen-
1y and says, ‘Look here, how did you
know how to spell Isaiah?

“But Henry was always honest, and
he answered up afdd says, ‘I'm long
sighted and 1 saw him write it.""”

The Origin of Slang.

“Here's where I butt in,’ said the
goat, making for the children, accord-
ing to the New York Sun. -

“I'm-getting it in the neck,” grum-
bled the bull, as Ursus gave him an-
other twist.

“Come off your perch,” growled tab-
by, making another spring at the cage.

“I'm in the soup.” gasped the oys-
ter, as he dropped to the bottom of the
plate.

“You're a bird,” said the fox, as he¢
gobbled up another hen.

“Don’t try to string me,’ said the rat-
tler to the blacksnake, coiling himseil
into a plumbline.

“It’'s a leadpipe cinch,” said the rat,
gnawing his way through another piece
of pipe.

“I've got the drop on you,” shrieked
the hawk, as he landed on another
chicken.,

“Things are coming my way,” said
the bear, dodging another bullet.

“My goose is cooked.” said the wild
rander, dropping to the ground with a
broken wing.

“Quit vour kidding,” exclaiming the
fish, as the e¢bait dropped into the
water.

“Those fellows are nutty,” said the
rabbit, peinting to the squirrel family
cating lunech.

“Stuck again,” cried the fly, alighting
on the sticky paper.

“I can see my finish,” murmmred the
lamb as he entered the slavghter pen.

Terrific Race With Death.
“Death was fast approaching,’

writes Ralph F. I'ernandez, of Tampa-
Fla., describing nis fearful race with
death, “as a result of liver trouble and
heart disease, winich had robbed m= of
sleep and all interest in life. [ had
tried many differrnt doctors and sev-
eral medicines, but got no benefit until
I began to use Electric Bitters.  So
wonderful was their effect that in mrsg
days I felt like a new man, and today
I am. cured of all my troubles.”
Guaranteed at R. R. Bellamy's darug
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T KT SOFT SNAP PREACHERS

l‘nelip-&w&;—l-l_qnﬁalﬂ!
Found in Large Cites.

They Keep an Ear t(: the Ground to
Hear a Call Where More “Doungh™
is Offered—When They Can Hear
the Lord Call and When They Can-
not.

Now if there i anything on earth
that the Rip-Saw does dislike, it is
some black-gowned, sanctimonious six
for a quarter preacher, who is eternal-
Iy log-rolling and scheming with somc
(hurch official who is higher up the
ladder of churchdom than himself, and
endeavoring to land “a soft snap job”
in some city, where he will only have
to preach about twice a week, and pray
a short little prayer on Wednesday
night. But we have them in very large
cities, and we have a good number of
them in smaller towns, who are laying
the wires to get into big cities, where
they can loaf around six days in the
week, and visit the millionaires and
preach forty minutes on Sunday, and
araw a salary of from three thousawmd :
to five thousand dollars per year. I

After vou let one of these “eve-glnss
reprobates get his claws on a city joh, !

you can just bet yvour life that he is |
not going to turn it loose to go out to
some “post oak" appointment in il;“i
country, it matters not how Jond the
Lord may call—in fact, they would per-
mit the Lord to use a megaphone, and
then pretend that they never heand
him, rather than part with their city
soft-snap. .

All congregations have these soft-
snap preachers in them, but we do not
say that all city preachers are of this
class, but we do say that the majority |
of them that rant around in =ome gold-
rimmed pulpits, are of this class, and
Fave no more influence for good than
the braying of a jackall would have on
the conscience of a billv-goat.

They will scheme arcund and switch
from Presiding Elder to pastor, or from
som®& other official position in the
church. which pays a good fat salary,
but yon will never find one of thewr
asking to be transferred to some coun-
try charge, nnless there is more coin in
the job than there is in the one they
hold in the city, but if there is more
“dough’ attached to the job in the coun-
try or some other ¢ity than there is in
the job they possess, you will soon see
them with their ear to the ground, lis-
tening for the T.ord to eall them, and
about the next Shbbath after they have
been offered a better paving job than:
they hold, they will moisten their eyes
with a little saliva or eut up a bushel
or two of onions before they go to!
chuareb, in order to ¢ry, and at the end
of the service they will inform their
congregation, that “the Lord has called
them to a new field,” when the fact of
the matter is, that the Lord would nft
know them if he was to meet them in
broad daylight, as he never had an in-
troduction to them.

You take the preachers of today: we
mean big city preachers, who preach to
the millionaires, and you will find them
juzt a2 dead bent ard hell bent on
money as the commonest bharkeeper on
carth, as riwese preachers, as well as
the bLarkeepers, run their basine -3 for
“revenue only.”

Our modera “daler-cLasiag * hiz eity
rreachers can put their ear (o the
ground and bear the Lord eall them
clear across the econtinent, bhat  soa
must bear in mind that they ar» as
deaf as beetles until the call has been
reduced to writing, with a salary stip- !
viation in the contract, but as sson as !
that is all arranged, they can hear a !
whisper from the Lord during a cy-
clone, but if there 18 vo increase in the !
salary, or something or other, which '
which make it to their interest to move_ |
these soft-snap preachers will pat on !
that pious., sanctimonious, seven dollar ¢
and a half look, and will declare to
their congregatjon that “they could not |
Lear to leave them, and that they thins
they can do the most good where they |
are.”

We have noticed for a long time that
yvou hardly ever see any relizcion in our
Iarge cities, or at least you can't notice |
it;: and we would not give a continen-
tal enss for a religion you conidn't teini
a fellow bhad, for if we are going to
have something, we don’t want to have
somebody tell us that we have got i,
hefore we know we have got it, but our
soft-snap city preachers, should they
get a strange dose of religion would ¢all |
in every doctor in the neighborhood to
learn what was the matter with themn,,
as a gzood old-fashicned dose of old-
time religion wonld scare them out of
their pants. _

The funny thing with our modern
city Christians is, that you ean’t tell
them by their actions from the man-
giest Kind of a sinner., as they will
drink a little, gamble a little, cuss a
H*‘tle, and swindle their great-grand-
mother: but still our &oft-snap preach-
ers will cater to this class and give the
world to understand that this herd of
scoundrels are on their road to glory,
when, if the devil thought there was
any change of any of the mdying hc
would sit up three weeks without a
minute's gleep, to get his clutches on
them.

Our modern soft-snap preachers nev-
er preach a hallelujah. rip-roaring, aii
wool and a yvard wide religion, and if
some old country brother or sister
would happen to drop into one of their
churches and wounld get a little warm
mnder the eollar, and would shout a lit-
tie shont, these soft-snap cusses wounld
throw up their evebrows, and make
their eyes look like skinned oranges; in
fact, these fellows will oo as far as to
tell yon that §t is only the ignorant or
the low born that get happy in the ser-
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vice of God, an{ they will further tell

you that it is hing but ‘excitement,”
whenever a man &r woman gets enough
religion to shout a litfle, but still these

modern “coin chasq " will work them-
selves into a swemp, which will make

tom of the last column.

¢ Which it was published.

l public did realize these things we be-

; could strike off that thumb and sulf
| have its assistance when necessary he

them smell like a brindle Lilly goal,

over the prospects of getting a raise in
salary, but still they will tell us that
none but the “ignerant” become happy
and shed tears of gladness in the ser-
vice of God, when these soft-snap
preachers know no more about heart-
felt religion than a tom ~cat knows
about the efficacy of Peruns. or the
bowel-moviug properties of Carter's
Little Liver Pills.

You never see one of these little city
primped-up “sky-pilots™ with his
sieeves reolled up and fighting old nick.
like the viilage preachers, who preach
from a heart full of Jove for humanity
—oh, no, not they, as they are out for
“salve” and nat “sounls.”

It is true that big eity churches have
better music than the village churches
—that is, more nolse and more bhorns
to make the nolse with, but the Rip-
Saw has never been able to understand
much that was said while they were
ginging, but the nearest we have ever
come to understanding any of thewr
“high-faiutin™ singing, was a few Nun=
days ago: we attended a service where
the choir sang something that sounlod®
1o us like
“Johnnie fill the punch

bowl, punch bowl,
Johnnie fll the punch bowl quick, &
say.'

Now we do not say that this is ex
actly what tiey sang, but the above is
as near what they did say as we counid
nnderstand.

We do not say that all preachers who
float into our large cities to get jobhs,
become “nickle pickers,” bhut we do say
that the majority of them, if they have
any religion at all, are hogs enongh 1o
Leep it 10 themselves, as they newer
help anyone else get much.

Now a preacher who will his
traps for a soft snap, is the meanest,
low-downest, stinkenest hypocrite that
cver decelved man, and whenever he
gets his just deserts he won't be in
hell fifteen minutes untll he will re-
genble n piece of bacon skip, that some
old farmer's wife has usal to greass
skillets with for six months, as we are
qguite sure that the devil will introduce
him to the corner where they use the
best brand of brimstone,

Now you can't expect our preachers
to wield an influence for goml, unless
they practice what they preach, and
no preacher on earth can wield an in-
filuence for good that always has his
ey es pecled for a better paying job than
he's got, as n preacher that is always
looking out for “profit” is one that in-
stead having a gedly  influenee
i a drawback to the man or woman of
sincere convictions, and men and wo-
men who believe in principle.

The “political log-rolling” preacher,
who is always fishing for a better sal-
ary, is exaectly the “skunk’ who is re-
sponsible for men and women having
such little respect for our- churches,—
National Rip-Saw.
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A Dignified Farcwell

A number of editors throughout the
country have watched the passing of
the St. Taul Globe., It was a gentle-
tzanly and dignified end. 1t might also
he said that the publishers died game
The New York Sun had this kind word
to say of them:

“"Our late esteemed contemporary,
the St. Paul Globe, kept its promise
and went out of business on Saturday
last. The terminal number of the
Globe is now before us, with its fuil.
€xhibit of the news of the day, gather-
¢ with enterprise and displayed withs
Journalistie jodgment, its editorial page
crowded with able and interesting com-
ent on a variety of topics, including
the theme “There'll Be No Tomorrow,”
und its cheerful “Good-by”" “at the bot-
While not par
ticularly inclined to sentimental reflee-
tion over events of this sort, the Sun
does not mind saying that it recalls no
case in which a departure was more
creditably conducted and a professionak
duty more bravely performed up to the-
lnst moment of breathing.”

The Globe was a high-toned journai
that, in and out of season, reflected
credit both upon itself and the city in
It deserved to
live, but sufficient support was denied®
it. One difficulty is that the generas
public has little conception of the vast
amount of money that it takes to pub-
ish a newspaper. A very large snm 1=
required to publish papers even in the
smaller cities of the country. If the
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lieve that no merchant, for instance,
who had any interest in the growth of
Lis home town, would resort to any of
the multitude of schemes, all of doubt-
ful valune, which have been evolved
from the minds of those who appear to
be continually casting about for some
method of taking their advertising
from the legitimate newspaper channel,
—Asheville Gazette-News,

The Black Art of Magis
Carter Marlbourg in
Weekly.
In every sort ¢f magic the magic-
ian's thumb is his worst enemy. If he

Nina Lesli~'s

would be a happy man. In closing the
hand the thumi usually bends towarl
the palm in advaonce of the fingers. In
this way it many times s much in
the way, the practice is necessary to
get 4 magician’s thumb in perfect
training. EBut aken he has praciiced
in the schaol for some time the thumb
becoraes so flexible that it will Lend
nearly to the back of the hand. Cards
are nvariakly the beginning of a raa--
gician's education. In handling cards
the thumb is especially in the way, and
this s the reason why this trickery
with the paste boards is selected for
the beginner. To change one card for
anotber in front of one’'s very eyes,
and still to have made no be
movement of the hand, is a trick that
the boye learn to perform before they
have Leen in the rehool for any great
length of time. This, as may be imag-
ined, is a difficuit plece of work to
become proficient in, and here is Just
the place where d-«termination plars
great part in fhe boy’s success.
— - —a )

The Missouri legislature prompiiy

killed a bill which Governor Folk of-




